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Author's Notes: 
yYyaya 


It was a perfectly normal evening. Well, as normal as they get when you're in fucking Metallica, atleast. I had 
just gotten off the phone, yelling at some poor guy at last night's stadium because of their lack of security, 
and was feeling wonderfully content, like I always do when I get the chance to practice some of my authority. 
With my mind on the nice, big bed in my room | wasn't really paying attention to where | went, much less 


anyone else, until | rounded a corner and almost walked into.. 
Kirk. All but humping some guy against the wall. 


Ill never admit the the goddamn shriek | let out. Sure, it wasn't really unexpected; he was sure flaky enough, 
and it was him who had suggested sticking our tongues down each other's throats for publicity. | had even had 
a vague suspiscion back in the days when he joined us, but seeing him like this.. [lin action[/I].it sure was 


different. 


Kirk and the guys literally flew apart, both quickly readjusting clothes and looking around wildly. | looked away, 
shocked beyond belief. In the middle of the goddamned hallway..! 


"Erm, hi there, Uli," Kirk said hesitantly. | didn't dare look at him, much less the other guy. 


"should get going. But..nice meeting you. And call next time you're in New York, if you wanna hang out or 


something.” 


Just go, you motherfucking.. Okay, so maybe that's one of the few things | couldn't actually accuse him of, but 


come on.. 
"Yeah, sure. See you, Tim" 


The sound of quick steps retreating down the corridore made me gather enough courage to turn my head and 
actually look at Kirk. He was studying me carefully, his face slightly worried but otherwise expressionless. | 


could feel my jaw work up and down, but not one word came over my lips. 
"Um, Lars? You okay, man?" 
"What the fuck was that?" 


Okay, so my vocals chords were back to working atleast. Kirk's response was to sigh, and grab hold of my arm, 
leading me towards his room. | was still too fucking stunned by finding my formerly-married-to-a-woman, 


raised catholic friend and lead-quitarist attempting to crawl into a guy's pants. 


Kirk unlocked the door with the keycard and opened it in one swift movement, before pushing me inside and 
kicking it shut. | spun around and just stared at him. He didn't seem to notice, though, or he didn't care, 
because he went directly to the minibar and started pouring up something to drink. | kept staring at his back, 
not so covered by a tight as all hell black t-shirt and suddenly | wished that he would have decided to where 


something a little less revealing. 


He turned back to me, shoved one of the glasses into my hand and went over to the window, without a word. | 
was now recovered enough from my shock to follow him hesitantly. Kirk didn't turn to look at me, but 


continued to stare out through the window. 


"Quirk? What's going on?" | asked quietly, very unsure of the situation Kirk bowed his head down for a second 


before resuming his previous activity. 
"| didn't want you to find out like this, Lars." 


My hand, by its own fucking accord, came to rest on his shoulder, and | sqeased a little. His head turned 
slightly to the side, and | caught him the corner of his eye. The brightness in it startled me, and | whipped him 


around. 


He didn't look away like he usually would when you stared at him; Kirk never liked it when people watched him 
like that when he wasn't on stage. He would always cringe under James's glare and beg that he should look 


some other way. We had all managed to deal with it as time went by. This, however, | did not know how to 


handle. 
"Kirk? Are you saying that you're..' 


He didn't directly answer, only gulped the remains of his drink down. | studied his face closely as he did so, but 
nothing resembling a fucking clue as to what was going on inside his head made itself known on his beautiful 


features. He bowed his head down again, so | could just barely see his face. 
"No. Metal guitarists aren't." 


| was surprised to hear the words from his mouth. Okay, so it wasn't really conventional in our business. That 
hadn't been an issue when we decided to take those photos, and it certainly wasn't something | expected from 


Kirk, open-minded flake extra-ordinairy. 
As if to prove this, | shook my head. "But how about Kirk Hammett?" 


That bitter, derprecating smile was another thing | hadn't expected from him. Add the humorless little snort 


and things were coming down quickly. 


"Look, if a man builds a thousand bridges and sucks one cock they don't call him a bridge builder.they call him 
a cocksucker. It's just one of those things you have to live with." 


This time | didn't shake my head, | shook him instead. Not much, mind you, but still enough for him to look 


back into my eyes. There was so much in them, and yet all of it seemed centered around some kind of sorrow. 


"Damn it, Kirk! You're supposed to be smarter than this! Don't think about "them", or "metal guitarists". | want 
you to answer one question and only think of yourself for a change, okay? Are you, or have you ever been, a 


homosexual?" 


My choice of words and tone made him giggle a little, which had been my intention If all else fails, make him 


laugh. Works 99 per cent of the time. 


For a moment, | thought that this time would be the missing one per cent, but then Kirk sighed again and 
flopped down onto the bed. | sat down beside him, watching him curl into a little ball under the spare blanket, 


making him look like a small boy rather than a badass rock star. 


| sat there studying him for a moment, before realizing what | could do to make him a bit calmer. Without a 
seconds hesitation | lifted the blanket and crept in beside him, snuggling up in that way | used to back when we 


would have to share a bed. The two of us hadn'+ usually gotten to share, since we were the small ones, but if 


we ever managed to get a room with three beds it was us two. 


As soon as | had adjusted myself to his body | knew | had done the right thing. A too thin arm snaked around 
my waiste, and | could feel him pressing his face against the side of my head. He never had a problem with 
being touched by us, strangely enough, even when the OCD was at its worts. No one really understood why, 


much less him, but it turned out to be quite useful, and it still is. When he had his attacks he wouldn't let 


anyone else near him even, and that hasn't changed. 
"No one was supposed to see us kiss," Kirk murmured. | snorted in response. 


"Oh, so [IJHhats[/I] why you were in the secret where no one [ileverl/I] passes!" 


Tank pá punkterna en och en, innan du láser vidare. Det far dig att bli glad! 


50 naturliga höjdpunkter: 


I. Att bli förälskad. (Well. if its happily in love, at least. Otherwise you might as well kill yourseöf directly) 

2. Att skratta så mycket att det gör ont i magen. (Ant that right, Gums?) 

3. Ett varmt bad. (Ah, yes, stewing in your own filth.) 

4. Ingen kö i affären (Hey, Im not gonna argue with this one. Equals less people) 

5. En speciell blick. (Æ its not from a 50+ disgusting perv, and directed to your breats) 

b. Att få ett e-mail. (Depends on who from and the contents. Cos I just loooove thos virus-filled fuckers.) 

1. Att köra en tur efter en fin vag. ( Oh, honsetly) 

8 Att höra din älsklingssäng i radion (Fun, but not that likely. My kind of music.. doesn't really belong there, | guess) 
7 Att ligga i din säng och lyssna till regnet utanför. (Now we're talking!) 

10. Varma handdukar. (Mmmm..) 

I Att finna tröjan som du gärna vill ha, pá rea (But of course, no such luck) 

12. Choklad milkshake, eller vanil; eller jordgubb. (Anything with chocolate, and you'll be wiping up my drool from the 
floor.) 

B. Ett entimmes långt telefonsamtal (ff its someone | want to talk to) 

14. Ett bubbelbad. (Filth and strawberry-smelling soap! Oh yeah, you know what | want, dontcha?) 

E. Att fnissa. (ld rather be laughing my head off) 

lb. Eft gott samtal (What to say?) 

17. Stranden (Only if its deserted) 

IB. Att finna pengar i en gammal jacka. (ff you have my financial situation in mind.. hell, yes) 

14. Att skratta av dig själv. (Can you see me, walking down the street all alone, laughing like a maniac.. | might like 
it, but what about the rest? Eh, screw them) 

20. Midnatts-telefonsamtal som varar i flera timmar. (Both good and bad memories here, | guess. But still. I 
could never say that | don't love them) 

ZI Att springa igenom en vattenspridare. (l used to love to do that when I was a kid) 


22 Att skratta utan någon som helst anledning. (Laughings better than crying, right? Right?) 
23 Att ha någon som talar om för dig att du är underbar. (:raised eyebrows:) 

24 Att le inombords åt en gammal historia. (This | do all the time, so I must love it) 

25, Vänner. (practicing number 24:) 

26 Att råka höra någon tala gott om dig. (Havent tried this yet) 

27 Att vakna upp och inse att du får sova länge. (/ even put my alarm half an hour early some times, just so 
that I can do this. Yes, Hl be recieving my Freak of The Year award any day now) 

28 Din första kyss. (laughs selfs head off.) 

21 Att få nya vänner, eller att vara tilsammans med de gamla. (Bit of a clishe, but true) 
30. Att leka med ditt keldjur. (I have a perverted sense of humor.) 

3L Att någon smeker dig i håret. (ls nice, okay!) 

32. Séta drómmar. (0h dear lord) 

33. Varm choklad. (Mmmm..) 

34. Utflykt med goda vänner. (Slottskogen, people, Slottskogen.) 

35. Att gunga riktigt högt. (Until you fall down again, that is.) 

3b. Att slå in paket och lägga 

under julgranen. (What can I say? Im a bit of a giver) 

37 Att sjunga riktigt högt, när du är helt ensam, utan att känna dig dum. (Vem hart svallrat?!) 
38 Att lyssna på en riktigt bra konsert. (This is what life is about) 

31 Att få ögonkontakt med en främling. (And then scare the shit out of them) 

40. Att vinna ett riktigt svårt spel (Im sure its fun, but I never do) 

4 Att baka småkakor. 

42. Att få hembakta kakor av en vän. 

43. Att vara tillsammans med goda vänner. 

44 Att se dina vänner le och skratta 

45. Att hålla hand med någon du håller av. 

46. Att möta en gammal vän och inse att vissa saker ändrar sig aldrig 

47 Att åka rutschkana om och om igen 

48 Att se uttrycket i någons ansikte när de öppnar en gåva från dig 

49 Att se solen stiga upp. O 

50. Att kliva upp ur sängen varje morgon och vara tacksam för ännu en underbar dag. (If you really are happy 
about it, that is) 


TESTICULA TING - Waving your arms around and talking bollocks. 


BLAMESTORMING - Sitting around in a group, discussing why a deadline 


was missed or a project failed, and who was responsible. 


SEAGULL MANAGER - A manager who flies in, makes a lot of noise, craps 
on everything, and then leaves. 


ASSMOSIS - The process by which people seem to absorb success and 


advancement by sucking up to the boss rather than working hard 


SALMON DAY - The experience of spending an entire day swimming upstream 
only fo get screwed and die. 


CUBE FARM - An office filled with cubicles 


PRAIRIE DOGGING - When someone yells or drops something loudly in a 
cube farm, and people's heads pop up over the walls to see thats going 
on. (This also applies to applause from a promotion because there may 


be cake) 


MOUSE POTATO - The on-line, wired generation's answer to the couch 
potato. 


SITCOMs - Single Income, Two Children, Oppressive Mortgage. What 
yuppies turn into when they have children and one of them stops working 
to stay home with the kids or start a "home business” 


STRESS PUPPY - A person who seems to thrive on being stressed out and 
whiny. 


PERCUSSIVE MAINTENANCE - The fine art of whacking the crap out of an 


electronic device to get it to work again 


ADMINSPHERE - The rarefied organisational layers beginning just above 
the rank and file. Decisions that fall from the "adminisphere" are 

offen profoundly inappropriate or irrelevant to the problems they were 
designed to solve. This is offen affiliated with the dreaded 


‘administrivia" needless paperwork and processes. 


404 - Someone who's clueless. From the World Wide Web error message 
"404 Not Found," meaning that the requested document could not be 
located 


OHNOSECOND - That minuscule fraction of time in which you realise that 
you've just made a BIG mistake (eg you've hit reply all) 


GOING FOR A McSHIT - Entering a fast food restaurant with no intention 
of buying food, youre just going to the bog If challenged by a pimply 
staff member, your declaration to them that youll buy their food 


atterwards is known as a McShit with Lies 


BEER COAT - The invisible but warm coat worn when walking home after a 


booze cruise at 3 in the morning 


BEER COMPASS - The invisible device that ensures your safe arrival home 
after booze cruise, even though you're too drunk to remember where you 


live, how you got here, and where you've come from. 


BREAKING THE SEAL - Your first pee in the pub, usually after 2 hours of 
drinking. After breaking the seal of your bladder, repeat visits to the 

toilet will be required every 10 or [5 minutes for the rest of the 

night. 


JOFINNY-NO-STARS - A young man of substandard intelligence, the typical 
adolescent who works in a burger restaurant. The 'no-stars' comes from 
the badges displaying stars that staff at fast-food restaurants often 


wear to show their level of training 


MILLENNIUM DOMES - The contents of a Wonderbra, ie. extremely 
impressive when viewed from the outside, but there's actually nought in 
there worth seeing. 


MONKEY BATH - A bath so hot, that when lowering yourself in, you go: 
"Do! Oo! Ho! Aal Aal Aal" 


MYSTERY BUS - The bus that arrives at the pub on Friday night while 
youre in the Toilet after your lOth pint, and whisks away all the 
unattractive people so the pub is suddenly packed with stunners when 


you come back in. 


MYSTERY TAXI - The taxi that arrives at your place on Saturday morning 
before you wake up, whisks away the stunner you slept with, and leaves 
a l0-Pinter in your bed instead 


SALAD DODGER - An excellent phrase for an overweight person 


SWAMP-DONKEY - A deeply unattractive woman 


